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Author's Notes: 
„picking up where Comfort left off 


"Greg," he pulled away for a short moment before the younger man closed the space between them with a 
kiss. Ken almost got lost in the moment until he had Greg's attention with a short hum. He needed the other 
man to know he wasn't taking advantage of the situation at hand. Thus he began to ask.. "Are you sure you 


want... 


Under any other circumstances, the question would have been redundant. They already shed their clothes by 
then, lying flush against each other under the covers. 


"| need you" he breathed, throwing himself onto Ken's lap. "I always...” 


Despite his voice faltering weakly, Ken knew. He knew what he meant to say, and how he felt. Whether it was 


all along or the result of a sudden realisation didn't matter. They could make up for lost time if needed. 


"l." The younger man chuckled, and then sniffled. "l'm sorry...” 


Ken sat upright with a quiet grunt, and gently cradled Greg's face in his hands. 
"You don't need to be sorry," Ken told him before kissing his trembling lips. 


"| should-" he paused when Ken kissed his cheek just as tears began to trickle down. "-should have realised 


sooner..." 
‘Its okay," Ken pressed another kiss against his lips. "You have me now. Alright?" 


After he gave a small nod, Ken's lips pressed against his with more fervor. Greg kept up with him, grinding his 
hips forward at a pace as slow as their kisses. Ken knew the exact moment the other man melted into it, the 
latter gasping for air before his jaw went slack, giving way to Ken's tongue. He groaned into the kiss, his tongue 
wandering thoughtfully around the younger man's mouth, relishing what was his at last. 


Both hands held Greg's waist before Ken lied on his back, taking the other man with him. He pulled away from 
the kiss, taking in a lungful of air before sighing. Trying to catch his breath, Ken closed his eyes. He felt Greg 
shift before sitting up, and he uttered a satisfied hum when a wet palm met his arousal with thorough 
strokes. Despite knowing very well, Ken's eyes opened to watch what Greg did. 


Greg's mouth opened in silence as he descended around the girth, letting out a heavy breath halfway through 
before pausing. Ken wasn't sure whether the faint cry he heard was one of pleasure or pain, his hands clasping 
the other man's hips to offer support. He gazed up at the younger man, whose head lowered until his hair 
covered his eyes. Greg lifted himself up, and huffed when he came back down. He repeated it until he sat flush 
on Ken's lap with a shuddering breath. 


He watched Greg ride him, the man on top of him letting out a breathy moan after every few downward 
thrusts. Ken contemplated telling him how beautiful he looked, long lashes and bright eyes shining in the 
morning sunlight. So did the few silver strands in his long hair when he combed his fingers through it. 


Ken took his hand as it came down, gently pulling him forward. Greg steadied himself with his free hand flat 
against the bed on his way down, coming down to crush his lips against Ken's. Slowly, and gently, they both 
turned over. As Ken drew back, Greg left one more short kiss on his lips. 


Two hands clasped Ken's lower back when he entered again, fingertips pressing into him the further he pushed 
into the tight heat between the younger man's open legs. Ken caught Greg's face contorted in pleasure while 
he moved his hips back and forth, the bed underneath them rocking with each thrust. He already felt himself 
on the brink of climax then, swallowing thickly and letting out a huff of breath. He could last a little while 


longer, he told himself. He had to, as they've only just begun. 


That would become more difficult as Greg's hands cradled his face. The innocent contact sent a hot wave of 
pleasure flowing through him. Even still, he couldn't resist coming down until soft, pink lips were against his own 


again They groaned in unison, exchanging a few slow and deep kisses before Ken pulled away to kiss his jaw. 


When his lips found Greg's neck, they brushed across the skin before he took a deep breath, relishing the 
scent of his lover and the taste of his smooth, sweat-slick skin. Which, alone, would easily be enough to send 
him into a white hot orgasm, filling Greg with everything within himself. But he wouldn't do it until the younger 


man came first. 


When Ken's teeth gently impacted the side of the neck, Greg gasped, baring his neck eagerly, threading his 
fingers through the older man's dark hair. Ken teased the man underneath him with tender sucks and kisses, 


paying no mind to whether he would leave a lovebite or not. 

"|-" Greg started before emitting a sudden moan, his hands clasped against Ken's back. 

Ken stopped. That was the loudest he ever heard Greg's voice, and he didn't know how to take it. 
"Are you okay?" 

The younger man, whose pink lips were curled into a smile, nodded. 

"I'm fine," he panted. "I'm fine. That.. felt good." 


Ken mouthed a silent "oh," promptly understanding what he did and the effect it had. As far as he was willing 
to admit, it had been years since the last time Ken was with anyone, and even longer since his last time with 
Greg. Groaning, he continued to roll his hips forward, drawing heavy breaths and desperate moans out of the 
other man. In his peripheral vision, he caught Greg's hand moving down to his own arousal, stroking in time 
with each sharp thrust that sent him jerking upward. 


"K-Ken," he whined. "| want you to..” 
His gaze flitted to meet Greg's blue eyes. "Yes?" 
| want you To come first" 


Ken's lips parted to speak, instead belting out a strained moan as he climaxed on command, his orgasm 
thrumming through him in waves hotter than he ever felt. His hips stuttered against the other man, still 
bucking forward sharply during his release. When everything died down, it left him winded, beads of sweat 
rolling down his face and body while he attempted to catch his breath. 


He pulled himself out with care, coaxing only a faint whine out of the man underneath him. He came down to 
press a loving kiss onto Greg's lips, to which the latter immediately returned the favor, with a slow and 
aimless hand caressing the grown-out stubble on his chin. Ken's lips descended to kiss his, taking his time as he 
left an affectionate trail straight down his chest, stomach, and navel, before finally settling around the crown 


of his length. 


Greg let out a pleased sound above him, his hips jerking upward. Ken hummed, relaxing his throat and taking 
more of it into his mouth. Greg's fingers were lost in his hair, giving him wordless approval and consent to 
keep going. He lips came down once more to take every inch, to which the other man groaned, and thrust 


upward again as if to enter his throat. 

Greg cried out his name, holding his head down and trembling underneath him. Ken had no choice but to remain 
still as Greg's release hit the back of his tongue and throat. The younger man's hands fell to his sides, and his 
body lay still as he took deep breaths. Ken drew back and sat upright on his knees, swallowing before taking a 
deep breath. 

"You okay?" he asked Greg, who was coming back down from his peak 

He answered with an affirmative hum, shifting and pulling the covers up. When he sighed and closed his eyes, 
Ken soon joined him, the latter coming closer to lie beside him, his head finding comfort against the older man's 
chest. 


"| missed this," the younger man sighed, placing an arm around Ken 


Ken kissed his forehead. "| missed you." 


